‘mdnhe felt it wonld be good to diethere ''sll |erently and made sgain that sign of the

atill snd white” cross.

GOTHANM GOSSIP,

T:non talse he is, is left alone.
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Far a time
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PREACHERS' WIVES.

bary, the preacher says of & good wife:

»t‘

_..l

sbe has faith in bim and seeks him far and)

near, but at length she abandooe hope and|
begins the heavy struggle of malntaining
wer little family bersell The boys gradu-

ally get beyond ber control; they srekep in

belp she must be in our fam {ly, belpg nrot

lonly a wife but s honsewife: Dota fle'd wife,
l!ika Dinpah: nor & street wile, like Thomas,
pors window wile ke Jezebel. out s bousre-

|wife.’ Apother man of qaips and quirps

In the spring, however, achangecaveover| I was deeply touched; [ drew the glrl
our Helenore, to me and maid, with the teara on my

Her deep conteni gave 3 lace gradoally to|cheeks:
A strange restiesaness. She was Do longer| °“Stay with ws, Heleuure, and try to be

How Thousands of Childrem Are Edu- lirhl! 0ld Loves of !lh] Noted Mlnisters

dark?

" “Yes three,” Ienid; |irresistibiy drawn away from all her indoor| wide with wonder.

occupation ; if a bird sang near the Louse she ||
sould drop her work and run esgerly 10 the |to weep naturally sud sofily, shedding OFspriog of Unhappy Marriages—The Caase

the park.

> see! Old Jack the erizzly.
1th great white claws, was there:
& mother bear, with (hick brown coat,
Betty, the little bear.

mucm ks went strolline

at

With Ninny, the l:n.:?‘:d all at once
here the bean' house stood.

ped out,

thou!ht she must be & falry,
instead of a golden wand,
ied a five-cent paper bag

uts io her bhand,

*0ld Grizzly his red month opened,
As though they tasted 3

And the vrown bear opened her red mouth
To caich one when she could.

“And Betty the sreedy baby,
Folla the big bear's style,
And held her iittle fire-red mouth

Wide open all the while.

“And Bilver Locks laughea, delighted,
ARSI thons pessut from the bg
r .
Till she hadn't another one.”’

**And is that ali ™" sighed Gold Locks;
“'Pabaw! is1bat all?’ cried Ted.
“No-one thing more' Tis cqulte, guite

time
That you were all in bed!"

bBELENO&E.

[Belle C. Greene, in the Continent,)
She came to our door one dreary Novem

ber day in & pourirg rsin, and begged in

broken English that we would take her into

our seryice.

She belonged to s miserable French Ca-
oadian family that had lived in the city for
many years; but, shiftless and degraded as
they were, it it was evident, from the young
girl's account, that they considered her the
black sheep among them; and her mother,
always harsh with her, for some reason bad
recently grown more 8o, until that morning,
after an unusaally cruel be ating Helenore—
she said her name was Helenore Baldeau—

learned 1o love and trust. 8he scemed to be

=indow as if she heard her own name called.
[f she were sent down town on sn errsnd,
.be was unacconotabiy long im return
ing; and, fivally one afternocon when she

ing she wes gone for hours, wandering
scrosa the flelds, and bringing him bowne a
dosk, lying back fast asleep in bis carriage
witn a wreath of vio'ets like a halo round his
golden head and more cinrched tightly in
ois chunby band

Bne recelved my surprised reproof in sul

sccount of her absence,

She grew more and more siravge and rest
less every day, frefting and cbafiug over ber
i1ght 1asks and like some caged animal, on
til, Brally. I Quutionrd her.

“Helevore," said I kindly, “what is itthai
ails you? Teil me, and [ will try to help
Ou.ll

At firstshe frowned darkly and wovld oot
answer. but when | laid my band gently ana
coax'ngly apon her head—I bad notuiced she
loved 1o have me do so—she yielded and her
tongne was loosed.

* Oh, madam, do not be angry!"” she cried
[*‘We nave gipay blood in us, mine moder do
say—and oh, | would be goin!’'—stretehing
out ber arms toward the distant fields with
a»w. [t and elogunent gesture of longing
*Oh, let me go! | must go!”

I was both #hocked and disappeinted, and
1 to'd her s0, and tried to reason with her
“Where would you ge?’ | asked. ‘‘There
are no gyp+ies near that you counid join, and
you would roon starve acd diealone; and be
sides, how can yon ieave poor baby and me?
Do you not love ns, Helenore?”’

“Oh, I do, I do!" she cried passionately,
throwing herself down upon the floor; “‘and
[ do try not to nhear them call. I put mine
fingers in mine ears, but I hear them just
the same!"

“Whe calls you, Helenore?' [ asked.

‘“Al! things out-0'-door; the birds and bees
and the winds. They call me, always, al-
ways; they say ‘Helenore, Helenore, come!’
And [ must go!"” she cnied, springing to her
feet and looking wildly around.

I feared she was losing her mind, and was
muoch alarmed about her; we tried to divert
and amuse her in every possible way, and
for a tew days she really seemed to be more
qaiet,

Bat one morning we missed her. The al-
ternoon previous, a hand organ grinder and
& woman, evidently his wife, entered our
grounds and Helenore went out to hear

the faithful, attentive littie band-maid [ had |bapyy again.”

ook little Ned out for his accustomed air |smiled for the first time.

“What! Say yoa 07" she cried. ber eyes

“Then, now  do you
ndeed forgeev like God." And she

those tears that always relieve the heart
Sbe was very tired, and when [ reminded
her, presently, that her little chamber and,

the pretiy white bed were wailing, lho!I
“Ah, she said, almost brightly, “il.t:lnl'

uot be that I sball die now, and perhaps my |
Elo1 will fiod me, though 1 conid not fina)
bim.” '
Her words proved propbetic. Ooe night. |
a lew weeks after her return, we were star |
tied by the trumming of a banjo nncer Hel |

len stlence, aud 1 walted in van for sowe |enora's window, soon joined by a lusty voice

pawling ont right heartily som» foo.ish ditly
we heard in the streeta,

| spravg up at once,  “Jack." said [, “that
is Helenore's Eloi; [ know 111"

I went quickly 10 her rooms —she had not
yet retired for the night—and when [opened
the door she was standing 1'’ke s statue by
the bed; she turned, as | spoke her name,and
with a look of ecs'acy, pointing to the win-
dow said:

“Eloi—Eloi!”

“Yes," said ; “go down and ask him to
come in."

“Wait, wait."” she said mysteriously; and
seizing ber “music”—the paper born—she
leanetd far out of the window and blew blast
apon blast of her mwost unearthly strains,
whish. added to the roar of her lover's voice.
produced an effect inde:cribably strange and
ladicronus,

We concluded
sourds before, as otherwise. at the first blast,
be certainly muast Lave taken 10 Dis
and run away.

Eias
man's name-—was in truth a " Yaukee man.
as Helenore c'aimed, but he had lived much
among the Canadiavs ana spoke their lan
e like his own.

to make ber bappy. _
And now my story is soon finished,

olten,

boy—leaning on her lap.

he comea to gee her and Elor in the

that he bad heard those
heels

Rogers—for that was the youog

We found that he was honestly in Jove
with our Helenore; and rough and coarse as
he seemed, he doubtless had a romantic,
sy mpsathizing nature, or he conld not have
anderstood and sppreciated her as he evi-
dently did. We were rel'eved to find bhim
in every way so worthy of ber and so suited

Helenore left us again, bat this time with
bappy smiles and the hope of seeing vs very
In short, while I write, she sits out
on our piazza with her own naby in her arm-,
and my Ned—growon now to be (nite s big

She is telling him what he shall find when
woods

cated a8 Criminals in New York.

of General Vagrancy 2 mong Children—

Their Abhorrence of Country Life
an* the Tyranny ©! Trades Un-
lons.—New York Gossip.

{Phlladelphia Press.|

New Yorg, Jan 23 —] have always had
an ides that & wan must have & boy's tastes
sud luclinations if he expects to be of any
use to them or have an inflaence gyer them,
You can not drive, you can not coax, but
you can, by being one of the crowd, in syw-
pany with a clesn cut apprebension of the
desires, whims, inclinations and tastes that
‘move, actuate and stimulate boys of the
present day, win their confidence, and, after
a little, secare their following. New York
}is packed with children. The old story of
little giris selling papers at 11 o'clock a
night is just as wrne to day as it was years
ago when the subject first attracted pubii
wotice, and the grinding outrages perpe-

tratea by the district messenger cowpanies
npon the little fellowsof New York and

|
|
|

well tooch me very nearly, I otten thiuk,
88 | seo these little lellows shivering witl
cold or drenched with the rain, what futare
there is for them.

They have no trade, nor calling. They
are in & business wbere their employers are

of their employers are very apt to be seauc
1ive, where all manner of perty deceis and
treadchery and pecaniary dishonesty is part
and parcel of their daily teachings. In the
Tombs we havea boys' prison, and there
can always be feund there quite 8 company
of poor little devils, sad ana weary, bat no.
poor little devils, sad and weary, as the hon

expression. They are cheeky, hard featured,
callous hearted. Now it isa big problem,

for men are only grown up boys, and when
plane of sctivity, of earnestness and indas
and I and other men stand to-day.

SELF EDUCATED CRIMINALS
It is remarkanie how often, in question

ply that, *1f they had hsd a trade,
wenld not have been there.” The

Brooklyn, and, I dare say, Poiladelpbis as

ruade, harsh and exciting, where the patrons

yeoman or the tender mother interprets that

these boys grow up they will staud upon the

try. in some way or other, precisely as you

ing the youthful convicts in our prisons as
to the canses of their downfall, they will re-
they
dislike

the street to earn something for their sup |
port; they become wi'd and vagrant, asod|
soon end with being street rovers, or pe''y,
thieves, or yonng crimnals, The girle are
trained 'n begging or peddling, ard meeting|
with bo'd company, they gradaally learn the|
manpers and morals of the sireets ard af |
ter awile abavdos the wreatched home snd|
break what was left of the poor mother's
hope and courage by beginning a life of
shame,

(his sed history is lived out every day in
New York. Ilfany theorists desire to see
what fruits “Free Love” or weak marriage
bonds can bear among the lowest working
classes, they have only to trace the histories
of & great nnmber of the youag thieyes and
suteasts and prostitutes in this eity  With |
the dangerous c'asses ‘‘slective -ﬁinmp.."i
«ve mostly honestly foliowed. The results|
are suff.ring erime, want and degradation
10 those who are innocent.

THE ASTIDOTE FOUND.

In the United States 8 boundless hope per

vades all classes; it reaches down to the out-
oast and vagrant. There 13 no fizity, as iswo
often the fact in Earope, from the sentence
of despa'r.  Svery individoal, st Jeast till
he iseld, hopes and expects to rise out of his
cor dition.

The daughter of the rag picker or vagrant
«¢eg the children she knows continually
dressing better or associating with more de-
cent people; she beho!ds them attending the
public echoolsand improving in edaeation
and manners; she comes in contact with the
greaie st force the poor know—public opin-
on, which reguires & certain decency ard
respectability among themselves She be-
comes ashamed of her squalid, raszed gor
drunken mother, BShe entera the iodastrial
school, or creeps into the ward school or
*‘goes out'’ as a servant In every place she
feels the profound forces of American life,
the dasire for equality, ambition t» rise, the
sense of self respect and the passion for eda-
cation.

Theese new desires overcome the low appe-
tites in her blood and she continually rises
and improves. The poison in ber blood bas
found an antidote. When shke marries, it
will inevitably be with a class above her
own. The process goes on continnally
throughout the country and breaks up crim-
inal inheritance.

Moreover. the incessant change of our peo-
ple, especially in cities, the separation of
chiidren from parents, of brothers from sis-
ters, and of all from their former localities,
destroy that continmity of influence which
bad parents and grandparents exert and do
away with those neighborhoods of crime aund
psuperismm where vice concentrates and

What

|

of the Gospel.

1s & Good Wife?-A Blchop with

Four and Eager for a Fifth- Bax-
ter's Wife.

The lot of & preacher’s wife is by Do means
an easy one. Sbhe is second in importancs to
the preacher himself. Her incomings and
out-goings are all noticed her personal ple'y,
the number of her dresses, the trimmings oo

her bonnet, the maragement of her family,
are all matters that the ladies of the congre-

gation make it & special point to comment
upon. Many a poor clergyman has been io
greater dangeér of dismassal from the color of
his wife's bonnet strings than from any error
of doctrine on his own part, She must be &
good mixer aoroad and an expert mansger
at home, know how to live on next to noth-

ing, keep a clean and smiling face, visit the
sick and poor, and not neglect the rich and
hanghty. Her course is continually between
Scy/la and Cbarybdis—quicksanas on one
side, clitls on the other. Her fate is indeed
an unvenviable one, and f it is proveibis)
itbat preachers’ sons turn oot bad, why lay
lit not at the door of their
| poor La awed motber, Many
and curious are the anecdote:
related of distinguished preachers’ wives
How some preachers obtain their wives
would form a readable article. The story of
Rev Robert Hall's marriage is uniqoe, Oope
day, while getting off his horse at a friend’s
dowr fr the purpose of dining with him, he
was joked on hia @!d bachelor proclivities
He nafe no rep y ,but at the table be took
especial notice ox toe servant girl who came
into fix the fire. After dinner, a8 he was
gitting alone in the parlar, the young wom
an sgain entered with the coal scutile, when

tban a king, remsarked: “Betty, do you
love the Lord Jesus Christ?’ The girl re
plied she hoped she did, takiog the question
merely s an accustomed one from a minis
ter. To her great surprize, Mr. Hall at once
fell upon his knees and exclaimed: *‘Then.
Betty, you must love me?” and asked ker to
marry him. Greatly astonished, she rap
away and wld the family tbat she believed
Mr Hall had gone crazy. (He bhad been
ouce insane.) Her master was surprised,
and spoke to the preacher on the subject,

Mr. Hall, who im her eyes was scarcely less

savs: ""To be or not 10 be. 8he should be
I'ke three things and yet she ghonld Dot be
ke thise three things First, she shonld
be like & snnl always deep within her owno
house; but she should not be jike s snail and
carry all she has upon her back. BSecondly,
she should be like an echo, to speak when
she is spoken to; but she shonld not be like
an echo to always have the Jast word Jirdly,
she shonld be like a town clock, alweSs keap
time and regularity; bat she shonld not be
like & town clock to speak so0 lond that all
the town can hear her.™

Preachers a'e bat mortal, and sometimes
get focled 'ike the rest of hamanity when
they select a be'pmate. Rev. Dr Bell was
one ol these, He was the anthor of the
Madras svstem of ednoation, and left a for-
tane of 700,000 whiots was devoled to LDe
foundation of a school, His wife was & gen-
nine Fartar & shrew of the worst order, and
he obialoed & divoree from her. Sbe took
her revenge, huwever, by writing bim im-
pudent letters, indorsed on the outside with
spiteful comments, such as “To that su-
preme of rogues who looks the hand dog that
he s, Dr, (such a docer!) Andrew 1.
Another resd: [0 the ape of apes and the
knave of knaves, who is recorded once to
have paid a debt. but a small one, you may
be smie, it was that be selected for this won-
derful experiment; in {act it was 4’< pence:
had it been on the other side of 6 pence
he must have died before be could have
achieved so dreadiol a sacrifice.” She kept
np this system of abose for a series «f years,
much to the annoyance of the worthy cler-
gyman.

Rev. John Wesley, the founder of Metho-
dism, bhad a number of rdiculous love
scrapes which his admirers have had hard
work to explsin. When he went to Georgia
to convert the Indluns his usefulines: wae
suddenly cut short by & series of events in
which & woman's pame wes mixed up. He
was indioted by the grand jury for baving
broken the laws of the realm first, by speak-
ing and writing to Mrs Williamson against
her husband's consent secondly for refusing
her communion. Mrs. Williamson swore
that he had often proposed to her
and been repeatedly rejected Wesley, in
his journal, does not deny this. Mm Wil-
liamison was a Miss Canston, the neice of
General Oglethorpe, who planted

Her aunt is said to have encouraged her inti-
macy with Wesley, hoping that be wounld
be induced to settle in the colony She took
French lessons of him, counsulted him
about her dress, and she nursed him through
a fever. No doubt he felljin love with her,
but he deemed 1t his duaty to consuit hie
elders. They had already sat in judgment

on the aflair, and advised him 0 break

bad fled from under her hand, and shaking trausmits itcell with increasing pewer, when the latter declared that such was his

off the dust of her native alley, wandered.,
she neither knew nor cared whither, till
hunger and fatigue led her to seek a shelter

Her plain and somewhat heavy face was
swollen and red with weeping, and there
was a look of pleading in her great soft black

eyes that was difficult to resist.
“Oh, if you would but try me!" she said.

“I can do s good many thiogs; and I care

only for some bread toeat and place to
sleep, and,” with a shudder, *‘to be hurt no
more.”

I held
with com n stirring my heart. Poor
child? She seemed so young and yet so for-
orn, standingtherein her dripping garments.
She could not have been more than fifteen
or sixteen years old, and she looked up into
my face with an expression of gentle confi-
dence that I felt it would be cruel to wholly
disappeiot.

And then she asked so little—"only a place
toll.p.nd oread to est and to be hurt no
more.’

The tears came to my eyes as her simple
words recurred to me, and yielding to a sud-
den impulse I took her in, fed her and made
ber as comfortable as po.sible; meanwhile
turning it over and over in my mind what |
should do with her,

At dianer-time [ held a consuitation with
Jack, the nominal head of our fawily, I sy
nominal advised!y, for he insists that [ defer
to him only as & matter of form. afier having
fully determined in my own mind upon any
ocourse of action.

Be this as it may, he generally confirme
my decisions, thus making assurance doubly
sure; so this timms after looking over my
“wvery latest,” as he called her, he promised
to go to her mother and neg.tiate, if he
couid, for Helenore's services.

As & resuls of that interview he found ont
for a certainty that Madame Baldeau was a
horrible old vixen; bat she read.ly agreed to
Jot her daughter remain in oar employ if,
after a suiiable trial, we so desired,

When Jack cawe home at night he found
us altogetter in the sitting room. wWas
sewing and Heienore was siiting near me

with littie Ned, our three-year-old

“Well, Helenore,” said he lightly, *I
baveseen yoar moiher, and you can siay
with vs if you are a good grlL”’

She taroed toward nhim with a look of un-
uterable gratitnde and tried in vsio to speak;
then, with one swift mevement, she threw
herself at my feet, and fastened her great
eyes upon mine with an expression [ soall
never f t, she made the sign of the cross
) her forehead and breast.

We saw her do thisailerwards on several
occasions when deep'y moved, and it was as
ex ve aud touching as characteristic.

e soon became much attached to her,
and her odd, wild ways furnished us no lie
tle amusement. One of her favorite pastimes
was to st with baby in the back door and
play on her ‘munic,” as she calied 1t. This
was an lovention of Helenore's own, and
was only one of her many grotesque but po-
etic fancies.

It was only a large sheet of thick, stout pa-
per, rolled up into & hage trumpet shape-
and on this queer instrumentshe would play
for hours, bringing out the most unheaithy,
but withal, musical tones, which the neigh
bors far and near soou learned to marvel at
and to designate as ““Helenore's music.”

Sometimes quite an aandience would

arvand her while she played, and she
always received their applanse with much
dignity and as & matter of course. But there
was one thing abcut this instrument very
remarkable and mysterious; it respended to
Helenore's touch and o hers alone. Many
others tried it, but always with poor success.
Even Jack, who has & sort of facility with s
dozen instruments, and can play the whole
opera of “'Patience” on a tin whistle, after a
fashion, finally gave it up in despair, declar
ing that he believed Helenore was a witeh;
undoubtedly it was the peculiarity of her
voice that gave to her tooting such wonder
ful effect.

She seldom sang, and when she did. it
seemed to be solely for the sake of giviog
vent to some powerful emotion otherwise
nexpressible. Her voice was low, but very
sweet and flexible; she had no high tones.
I think she considered them too 1ight and

to convey the feelings of her

onoe asked her why she never sang high
*“Mine heart is down here,” she answered,
band npon her heart; and | was
leye that in those low, deep tones
tremulous and so solemnly sweet,
poetic soul of this poor untaught

d full expression and was sat-

sang ber own words generally, and
were without connection—a senseless
they sfan pomessad & weird and aartiing
a weird and »
significance. Here is one of her songs:

happy.” She of feeiing reemed o swee

she could be

the “white sadly—"nouve but you and Him.”
upon her at night, |lifting my haod to her

the door open and looked at her

them play; and we noticed that she stood
conversing with them in her own language
for some time afterward. .

They had been hanging about the neigh
borhood for several days and somehow we
felt sure that she had zone with them. Oar
suspicions were confirored by a farmer liv
ing a mile or so above us, who said he met
them just at dusk, as he was returniog home
from the 2ity —a man and woman aud our
Helenore. He said he recognized Helenore
at once, and spoke to her, but she made no
AODSWer,

We learned further nore from her mother
that an organ grinder and his wife —old ac
quaintanoces of the family—had been in tne
vicinity for a week past and had pat up s
night or two at her own house, and she
doubted not that they were the same persons
we had in mind She made light of her
danghter's disappearance, saying, with a
shing of her fat shonlders, that *‘she wouald
be back soon enough,” and seeming to think
that 1n avy case we were well rid of ber.
Bat we missed her and we mourned her,
aud I did not try to fill her place. My ‘‘very
latest,”’ as Jack still called her, seemed to
have proved a sad failure.

> v < A - L
I was lingering in my rose-garden In the
twilight of & warm September day, banging
fondiy over a bed of pet hybrids—Iatest ana
sweeteat of roses, when | sauddenly missed
little Ned from my side, and, looking sround
for him, I spled him swinging on the rront
gate, [staried togo toward him, and at
that moment the figare of 8 woman sprang
up, as it were, out of the ground near him
and at the same time ! heard a glad cry from
Ned: “Helenore! Helenore!”
It was our Helenore, She caught him to
ber breast and flew, swift ar the wind, across
the lawn to meet we, and, dropping on her
koees, with one arm still round the bewil-
dered child. she clung o me desperstely,
sobbing and groaning, bat not one word did
she speak
[ begged her to rise, but she would not; so
I sat down there ou the damp grass
and, taking her head In my lap,
s0o0.hed her with the old toach of the hard
she loved so well.
At last she heaved a long tremulous sigh
and lifted her tace 10 mine.
‘1 can not ask you to torgeev.’”' she mur-
mured hambiy; “‘that woaid be too good for
gelenore;bot | come to see you once more
and tell you what is 80 heavy here'’—press.
:lng‘hor hand on her heart—'‘and then to

18"

I led ber into the house and drew from her
the history of her experience since she left
as in the spring.

“Were the people with whom you went
away kind to you?" [ ssked

“Kiod{” she cried flercely, 'Obh, they
were indeed most crael! T[rue, they did nev-
er hurt me l'ke mine moder, but they have
made me 8o to saffer that I wish not to live
any more.”

“Buat you liked it at first, did you not—
the fields and the woods and the muasie?
“Yes; and 1 liked well to wander and to
be free; but I learned soon that only chil-
dren and birds and squirels aretralt free—
pot woman with their beart here and here”
—touching her forehead and laying her hand
on her heart

I wondered at her words, but I nnderstood
them later.

“For a few days we had a happy time, and
they were good to me, but then trouble came
I conld not dance when I was tired, and |
could not learn to sing their tongs—and
they laughed at my own poor songs; so they
bexan to speak only bad words to me and
cared not if [ starved and suffered.

““We were far away—I know not where—
when we came to a large woods, where
many men chopped the trees and some wives
and children were there too, and [ begged
the mosic man and woman that I might
stay and work for them and leev in a
little hut; and I stayed. They too
came back afterward snd worked.”

“And were you happy there?"

Bhe clasped her hands tightly over her
bosom, aud a new and utnnﬁo expression
swept over her face that I did not under-
stand.

“Happy' happy!” she murmured. ‘Oh,
yes; listen—I will tell yon!"™
“‘Onpe chopper was Xind to me; he said he
loved me—loved me!"” she repeated solemnly,
with a iender thrill in her voice that ex.
plained all. *And he was 50 kind to me, as
it I bad been a queen! It was he, too. mad-
am, that did teach me to speak so well; for
he is & Yankee man,” she added prondly,
-And you see I do speak much better?"’

[ assented. *Where ia he now?” | asked
“Oh, 1 know not! I know not!” she cried,
rocking herself hack and forth and wringing
her hands

“That wicked man and woman tock me
away one night; they said that he, my Eloi,
bad sent for me te go to meet him far, far
off;a d when we found him sot they mocked
and langhed at my pain. Oh, I could kill
them ! liars! beasts!” The last words were
only:dht?lglm and she stopped short
choked w .

“Bdonaro,m I. “why did they de-
oolvoJon 0?7 What bad you done to

“What had [ done to them? Noting, not-

ng: but they bated me like mine moder

do, and would vot that I should be I

tiere she paused and a aundden re

over Ler.
nore,” she said

LY u
None are ever kind R

they will only take one frow each nest, be

grieve.”

aches now except for others’ woes,”
_—— et  — -~ ——
Give avd Take,

Smoothing soft the nestling head
Of & malden 'ancy-led,
Thus a grave-eyed woman sald:

*"Richest giits are those we make,
Dearer than the love we take
That we give lor Jove's own sake.

“Well I know the heart's unrest:
Mine bas been the common gquest
To be loved and there blest,

“Favors undeserved were mine
At my [eet as on & shrine
Love has laid iws gifts auivine.

“Sweet the offering seemed, and yet
With thelir sweetness came regret,
And a seuse of unpald debt.

““Heart of mine nnsatisfled,
Was it vanity or pride
Toat a deeper joy denjed?

“Hands that ope but to receive
Ewmpty close; they only live
Rienly who ean rienly give.

“Love s swee: in any gulse:
But {t's best is sacrifice!

“He who. giving. does not crave
Likest is to him who gave
Life itself the Joved to save.

“Love that self-forgzetful gives

Bows aurprise of ripeaned sheaves,

Late or soon s own reeeives "'

—By John Greenleal Whittier, in the Independ-

eul
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ITTLE FOLKS

L

Little Bessy—''0 mamma, 1 ve dot such
an awfal headache in my stomaca!”’

evervthing)—' [ dou't sink even
could see ze butter on dat b vead "

A small boy went to see his grandmother,
After looking eageriy aronnd the handsome-
ly turpished room where she sat
claimed: "On, yrandma, where is the mis-
erable table papa =ays you keep?’

Little boy: ‘' How oid are you, pa?”
Father: *1 will be forty-seven on my next
birthday.” Little boy: “When is that?
Father: “The twents-secord of Febuary.”

was Washington’s birtndayv.”

The bright little son of a senator evidently
thought the senate was an hareditory ionst
tation; for. when asked what he inteaded to
be on reacbing manhood he mourofully
answered: “Well, I'd like to be & hack-driv-
er, but I s'pose I'll have to be a senator.
Johnny was sayiug his prayer before going
to bed, his siow thoaghts helped ont by his
mother s suggestions, ° Bless all the little
lambs of the flock.”” sald mamma. Johany
knew that meant him among the rest, and
reasoned quickly and generously from the
children to the parents. ‘'‘Bless all the litile
lambs,”” he repeated, “‘snd the old sheep,
too!"

Some good stories are told of the examins-
tions by school insjectors in the London
elementary echools, The [ollowing may cer-
tain/y claim to have put the examinerin the
least favorab'e light: “With what weapon,”
he asked, **did Samson siay the Philistines?"’
and finding that the yonogsters hesitated
and wishing to prompt thew, ke touched his
own cheek significantly and asxed: ‘“What
is this” His action awakening the chords
of memory, the whole class responded with
oune yoice, 'The jawbine .f an a8’ This
was as clever in its way as the answer of the
little girl to the question: **Who came after
Solomon?’ *The Qaeen of Sheba sir,” or
of the lad who defined an unclean spirit as
“a dirty devil, sir.”

A Famished Boy.
Tommy Witherspoon, whose father is fa-
mous for bis stinginess, went to dinner with
a neighbor.
“Now, lfommy, just do as il you were at
home," said the lady of the house,
Tommy began to cry.
““What are you eryiog asboat?’
“If I do jast as it | was at Bome, [ dassent
eat half a3 much [ want ter. Boo-hoo!” said
tbe poor boy .
The lady then told him to eat jast as if he
was not at home, and with s wright smile on
bis open face, Tommy stowed away enough
provisions to last him for a week to come.

Why the Little Jesus Was There.
Bob had put his little shoe in the fire-

place.

Hia “petite maman" was dreadfully il
and tbe “little Jesus'' who brirgs the Christ
mas 'ovs 10 ali good children did not dare to
do so this time

Bob, after rubbing his eyes early mext
morning, goes toward the firepiace and finds
near his shee, surrouvded by ail sorts of
lovely dainties, a little brother, rosy from
top 10 we, in a little cradie that is as white
as white can be.

Bob opens his eyes very wide before this
unexpected treasure, and runping toward
hIt; pale mamma, who is lying in her bed, he
eri 89—

“Masmma, look here—the little

Jesus

lipe she kissed it rey- couldn't climb back ap to Heaven!"”

where they are chopping—birds’ eggs to add
t0 his collection, **Oh, s0 many kinds! bat

canse the mother bird would be sad and

Her heart is tender as of yore, but it never

*sStill, " she nighed, with moistening eyes,

Alica (who has been tanght that Ged sees
D:d's eyes

he ex-

Litttle boy (surprised ): Wby, I thought that

drudgery; they found places in offices ard
shops erowded ; thep would have enjoyed the
companionship of the inventiyveness of s
trede, but tney cou'd not obtain one, and,
therefore, they were led into stealing or
gambling as & quick mode of earning a liv-
ing.

Of course, if such a lad would walk forth
to the mearest country village, he would find
pleanty of healthy and remunerative em-

er.
better chance than a trade,

them to many temptations.

of things are the members of such ‘“‘unions”
as refuse toemploy boye, or to encourage
the training of apprentices. It is well known
that in mauy trades of New York, hardly

trained. The resnit of this selfish policy wiil
be to redace the amount of skilled labor in
this city, and thus compel the importation

crime acd the burdens on the poor.
Another cause of this increasing separa-
tion from tradss among the youung is,
doubt, the increasing aversion of American
children, whether p.or or rich, to learn any-
thing thoroughiy; the boys of the street, like

fortunes by lucky and “suddenturne,” rath-
er than by patient and steady indastry,

Our bope io this matter is 1n the steady
demand for juveniie labor in the couniry
distriots and the substantial rewards which
await indastry there,

BROKEN MARRIAGES,

It is extraordinary, smonog the lowest
classes, in how large a number of cases a sec
ond marriage, or the breaking of a marriage,
is the immediate caase of crime or vagrancy
among the children. When questioning a
homeless boy or a street- wandering girl as to
the former home, it is extremely common to
hear, 1 couldn’t get on with mv step
mother,” or “My step father treated me
badly,” or *‘My father left, and we just took
care of ourselves.” These apparent y excep-
tional events are s0 common in these clas:es
as to constitate an important cause of juven
ile crime, When one reflects on the grea'
inamber of happy second marriages and how
many children bave never feit the d'fference
between their step mother and their own
mother, and what love and patience and self
sacrifice are shown by parents to their step
children, we may be surprised at the contrast
in another class of the community., Bat the
virtues ol the poor spring very much from
their affections and instincts; they have com
paratively littie self control; the high lessons
of daty aud counsideration for others are sel-
dom stamped on them, and religion does not
much influence their more delicate relations
with those assocfated with them  They
might shelter a strange orphan for years with
the greatest kindness; but the bearing and
forbearing with the fanits of another person’s
child year after year, merely from motives
of duty or affection to 1ts parent, belong to a
higher range of Christian virtues, to which
they seldom attain. Their own want of sell-
control and their tendency to jealonsy and
little nnderstanding of true self-sacrifice,
combine to weaken and embitter these relas-
tions with step-children. The children
themselves have plenty of fanlts, and have
doubtless boqn little governed, so that soon
both parties jar and rub ageinst one another,
and, as neither have instincts or affections
to fall back upon, mere principle or sense
of daty is not enough to restrain them.
What woald be simply siights or jars in
more controlled persons become collisions in
this class.

STRAINED ®AMILY RELATIONS,

Bitter quarrels sprieg up between step-
s>n and mother, or step daughter and father;
the other parent sometimes sides with the
child, sometimes with the father; bnt the re-
sul.1s similar. Tbehouse becomes a kind
of pandemonium, and the girls rush desper-
ately forth to the wild life of the streets, or
the boys gradually prefer the roaming exist-
ence of the little city Arab to such a quar-
relsome home. Thus it happens that step-
children among the poor are so often crimi-
pals or outcasts,

It needs a number of vears among the
lower working classes to nnderstand what a
force public opinion is in ail classes in keep-
ing the marriage bond sacred, and what
sweping musfortunes follow its yiolation.
Many of the Irish peasants who have landed
bere have married from pure affection.
Their marriage bas been consecrated by the
most solemn ceremonies of their Church
They come «f a people peculiarly faithfal to
the marriage tie, and whose religion has es-
lly guarded female pnrit{llnd the fidel
ty of husband and wife. At home, in their
native villages, they would have died sooner
than break the bond or leave their wives.
The social atmosphere adcat them and the
influaence of the priests make such an act al-
most impossible. And yet, in this distant
country, away from their neighbors and
their religious instractors, they are continu-
ally making a practical test of **Free-love"”
doetrines.
As the wife grows old or ugly—as children
increase and we'gh the parents down —as the
howe becomes noisy and less plessant—:he |
man begine 10 furget the vows made at 1he
altar, and the bloowming girl he then took;
aod perhaps meeting some prettier woman,
or hearing of some chance for work at a dis
tance, he slips quietiy away. and the derorte d
wife, who seems to love him the more the|

ployment on the ground as gardoner or farm-
And to the country lad the farm offers a
But maony city
boys and young men will not consent to
leave the excitements of the city, so that the
want of mechanical occupation does expose

The persons most responsible for this state

any young laborers or apprentices are being

ot foreign labor, sud to Increase juvenile

no

those of our mercnants, preferring to make

It is saia that these working girls, seeing
such fine dresses abeut them and learning
many uselesr accomplishments, have become
indifferent to steady hand labor and have
sought in vice for the luxuries which they
bave first lfarned to know in the public
schools, My ownobservation, however, leads
me doubt whether this occurs, unless as an
exceptional fact Where there ia & habit of
work there are seldom the laziness and shift
lessness which especially cause or stimulate
sexual vice. Some working girls do, no
doubt, becomediscontented with their former
condition and some rise to s much higher,
while some fall; but this happens everywhere
in the United States and is not to be
traced especially to the influence of our free
schools.

AN ADVANTAGE OF THE CITY,

I have spoken of 1
large cities, as compired with villages, in
breaking up vicions families. There 15 an-
other advantage of cities in this matter, The
especial virtue of a yillage community is the
sell-respect and personal indepevd-nce of 1ts
members. No benefits of charity or benevo-
lent assistance and depeudsuce could ever
outweigh this. Bat this very virtue tendsto
keep a wicked or 1die famly in ite preseant
condition. Theneighborsare nutinthe habit
of interferiog with it; noone advises or warns
it. The childirer grow up as other people’'s
chilrden do, 1n the way the jarents prefer;
there is no machinery of charity to lifc them
ont of the siimme; and, if any of tneir wealth
ier neighbors, from motives of benevolence,
visited the house, and attempted to 1mprove
or educate the tamily, the eflort would be
resented or misconstrued. [he whole family
become & kind of pariahs, they are morally
tabooed, aud grow up in a vicious atmo-phere
of their owa, and rea ly come out much worse
than & similar family in the city. This phe-
nomenos is ouly a natural etfect of the best
virtues ol the rural commaunity.

In & large town, on the other hand, there
exist macuinery and organization throagh
which benevoleat avd religious persons cao
approach soch families, and their good 1n-
tentions not be suspecied or resenwed. [he
poor people themselves are not 8o ivdepend
ent, and accep: advice or warniog more
readiry; they are not sostamped 1o publ.c
repute with 8 bad name; lessis knowa of
them, aud the chudren, uapd-r new iufluen-
ces, break off fromu the vigious career of
their parents and grow up as honest and in-
dastrious persons  Moreover, the exisience
of 80 much caaritable organization 1n the
cities brings the best talent and character of
the fortuauate cimsses to bear direcily on the
unfortunate, far more than is toe fact in
villages. I am led to this line of tnought by
resd ng the reports of some of thesea d as-
sociations. [ believe in their motive and
end wee their machinery. We have thou
sands of swreet Arabs here, and, unless organ-
ized method controls them, the devil of nur
ravdom will come in ashort ume, and
when be does, he'll reign a thousanda years

Howagp,
il e

GOSSIP ABOUT GOVERNORS,

Ten of the States’ Rulers Pleasantly Talked
About,

|Lancaster Intelligencer.]

I have met ten of the present Governors of
the Btates, including Scales, of North Caro
lina, who is about guing in, and Waller, of
Connecticut, who is just coming out—and
have a good acquainwance with most of them,
Gevernor Pattison is the youngest and the
most austere. Governor Csmeron, of Vir-
ginia, is the most convivial, bat I should
jadge not the Jleast intellectual. He has
never recovered from the social disfavor
visited upon bim by his associstion with
Mahone He tried to unbackle the collar of
that tyrannical little boss when it fretted
him, but it wes too lste. Governor Knott,
|of Kentucky, reached the height of his ao-
bision when he got into the executive chair
of his State, and he mey be expected to retire
from it to private life when his term is
ended. Knott has a fine artistic 1aste and
when a boy aceveloped some genius for
sculptare, Governor McDaniel, of
Georgia, is an indaostrious, painstaking
man, with Ky reputation
as 8 lawyer, though he bas an impediment
in his speech that must have interfered with
his snccess as an advocate, Gevernor Mc-
Lane. of Maryland, is the worthy son of an
illustrions sire. He has seen a great deal of
public life and talks like & beok. Governor
Hoadley, of Ohio, is the ablest lawyer of the
lot; asingularly clear-headed and able man—
positive and yet pracgical; determined, but
courteous ano geonial.

Governor Abbelt of New Jersey, 1s 1 born
fighter; an aggressive, untiring man, who
generally carries his point. Like his prede-
cessor, McClellan, Abbett was born ia Poila-
delphia. Governor Waller started life asa
newsboy; he got slong. He has a smooth
face. long, bushy dark hair and wears gold
eye-glasses, He talks fluently and agreeably,
and is said te resemble Stephen A. Douglas
in personal appearance. Like Abbelt, he is
a fighter. A soreheaded politician, who bad
been boring him for official favors, one day
threataned that if he wasn't accommodated
be would poblish some Jet ers that be
thought wonld comopromise him. Waller
didn's go down on his knees. He called his
private secretary and had him kick the fo]
low out of the front door. Governor Cleve-

lavd talks like 2 man who “meant business,”’
aud be seems to have beea one of the few

pubtio men of the country who has not made

great » tendency of,

¢ntitled *“Toe R b Restored,”

the way she put the coais on the fire. They
were marr‘ed and lived happily together,

Archbishop Leighton lived a bachelor
When he heid the see of Domblane, he was,

terest to the unmarried ladies of the neigh
borhood. One day he received a visit from
one of them who was on the verge of despe
ration. B8he had something of grave import
ance weighing upon her mind. The good
pishop noticed her dilemma, and by kind
ness and coaxing urged her to unbosom her
self. Finallyshe said she had received a rev-
velation from beaven. The revelation had
said that she was to be united to the bishop
in marriage.

Itis easy to imagine the start the mzood
bishop gave, who was wedded to his books

and studies. He soon recalied his self pos
session, and assured ber that these revela
|tions were tot to be despised. As yet the de
‘signs of Heaven were opnly imperfectly ex
'plained, as they had only been revesled to
‘one of the parties. It would be best to wait

and see if any similar communication were
made to him, and if any snch came he would
‘not fail to let her know. Thns the importu.
'nate female was quietly let down.

Jueer laws once prevailed in Eogland in
regard to the lives af clergymen. Macaalay
says that in Charles [1's time ‘s wailing
‘woman Wwsas generally considered as s most
sultable bhelp-muate for a parson. Queen
Elizabeth, as the head of the church had

given what seemed to be & formal sanction
to this prejudice by issuing special orders
that no clergyman should presume 10 marry
a servant girl withoat the consent of the
| master or witness. Sach aa order as this is
'nowever, easily explained, when one consid.
ers that the fendal sytem prevailed. The
sons of afluaent gentleman were prood Lo
wait upon a great peer or officer of staie to
gerve Lim at table, and the sisters of these
well-boru pages esteemed it no degradation
to rerve tn like manner ladies whose degree
was higher thap their own. Thas every
Lord's castles contained fama'e servants
whose muanners and birth were geatle, and
who were never confounded with tue caogh-
ters of plowmen. If they were orphaos their
masters stood in *he p'ace of parents to them
aod goarded them from dissdvantazeoas
mrrriage connections, In those times it was
not sacommon for a clergyman to select his
wife by a deputy If this discrest neighbor
thought she would make a good pasturas
wife, the watrimoanially ivelined clergymrn
was wont to «ake her to his parsonage with
out regard t> her beanty, temp+r or qaalif
cations. The story of tae celeorated H ok
ers love aflairs shows the spirit in which
clergywen married in those times and bhow
they suffered the consequences. He was a
very ditffident man, and wasonce summoned
ap to Loudon 1o preach at 8i. Paal's. He
went to the house of a man named Charch-
man drenched to the skio with raio, and
his good wife, seeing his plighy, put hm to
ved and physicked him with warm teas aud
gruel until he was io condition t0 presch
Seeing his loneliness, and having herell a
husband, and belng thus unsble to recom-
mend herselfl to the position of his wife. she
did the next best thing—brought forward
her daughter, and the two were married,
and she became the torment of the poor
man's life. T'wo of his old pupils—Cranmer
and Sandays—once called upon him. and
she called him away from them to rock the
baby’'s cradle.

The celebrated William Baxte-, anthor of
the “Saints’ Rest,"”" was wooed and won by
one Margaret Chariton. BSays the historisn
of this singular courtship, which nothing
short of the privilegesenjoyed by ladieas in
leap-year could have inves.ed with decorum:
She, bei ng a pious and devout young iady,
fell in love with him on sccounnt of his hoty
lite and fervenoy in prea:niog, and there-
fore sent a friend to scquaint nim with ner
respects in his chamber He replied that
since he had passed bis yoath in celibacy it
would be reported madness in him to marry
& woman while he could not discharge the
part of & busband in all respects. She was,
OIi éxmno, listening at the door, and she
said:

“Dear Mr, Baxter, [ protes: with a eiucere
and real heart | do not make the tender of
myself to you npon any worldly or carnal
account, but te have s more perfec! converse
with so holy and prudent a yoke fellow to
assist me in the way to heaven, and t0 keep
me steadfast in my perseverance.”
Bhe triumphed, and the good man was led
under the m'stletoe bough.
Bishop Thomas was married four times,
and, pot content with this exploit, had this
epitaph carved on the wedding ring at his
fourth marnags:

It I survive

I'll make them five,
He used to tell his parishoners how he
married so often, and his recipe, while it was
s vein of humor, may also posses: & g1ain of
common sense, “Wnoy. shonld my presect
wife die I wili take another, ond it i1s my
opinion that [ shall survive her. Perhaps
you don’'t know the art of getting ria of yoar
wives, ['litell youn now Ido. Iamcalleds
very good husband and so | am, for [ never
contradict them. That circumstance alone
is exercised aud health and the best medi-

cine to all women Bat give them their

own way and they will languish and pioe,
become gross aud lethargic for want of this
exercies. and you'/l soon be guit of them.’
In ap old sermon,as guaintas it isancient,

by

any mistakes in his public utterancea.

intention of marrying Betty. that he favored

of course, a subjec' of no inconsiderable in-

Kichard Meggott, afterward desn of Salis-|the little somebody she has

itoff. Hedid and she married another.
Then the preacher refused her communion
forsome alleged breach of discipline, and
eventually he returned to Eogland. The
celebrated divine seems to have had a pen-
chant for the fair sex. for he soon comes to
the front in a love affair with Grace Murray,
his servant. Grace appears to have been a
fickle maid, bound to marry some one, and
she played fast and loose with the Rev.
John. Bhe traveled with Wesley, and he
speaks highly of ber engaging bebavior, He
proposes marrisge to her aud she pretecds
not to understand him, snd he leaves her
with John Bennett, one of his subordinates,
John wsoon became engsged 1o her; then
Wesley sent him a sharp letter, upbraiding
him for robb'ng him of his faithful servant
avd ‘ellow-laborer for the Gospel whom he
had been forming to his band for ten years.
At last Cbarlie Wesley broke up the match,
and declared that Grace's character was
ruined if she did not marry Bennpett. It
nearly broke ihe preacher’s heart, lor Wee-
ley loved Grace, yetshe married Bennett
within a week, The depth of the Rev,
John's feelings may be jadged from the dog
gerel he wrote at the time:

My soul s kindred spirit found,

By Heaven intrusted 1o my care,

The dsugnoter of my f«1th and prayer,

Oft (thoush as yet the nuptial ile

Was nov) 1‘1uPtng her hand in mine;

**What force,”’ she sald, “benesth the skv,

Can our well-knit souls disjoin ™’

The reverend man, however, was doomed
to worse disappointment than that he re-
ceired at the handes of the fickle Grace. for
be soon wmarried a wealthy widow, Mrs.
Vizelle, of whom Bouthey says.“that she de-
served to be ciassed in & trind with Xanti
and the wife of Job as one of the three
wives.”

His wife was terribly jeslons of him, and
especially aogered st his friendship with
other women. She opened his correspond-
ence sarreptitions'y, sud one day, findinga
letter from Sarah Rysn, a housekeeper and
intriguante, she packed up her thiogs and
left him. Then the lamous preacher wrote
in his diary: “'I did not lrave her, I did not
sand her away. and | will never recall her."
Perhaps Mr Wesley ought to have lived in a
world where there were no women, for, like
the man who was weeping over the grave of
his seventh wife, when a friend came to con-
sole him, ne blubberingly replied: *“Oh,
curse it; [always have the darndest luck with
women."

A ————
Reminded.

All heed'ess of the world, in its own (1]
A bso _-‘:-ed and dumb, the hesart iles, while the
8
And dm{ seem but al ke, no single ray
Of hop_mlul ight bre«ks through, its mrief to
Bl
It lies a'one and hopeless: every thrill
Of bitter puin whienh ho'ds it in suco sway
Secms a sw oot sign that death will not delay:
But nfkenhulds »irong, &0a with saconscious
sk
The mind takes note of all. Keenly the ear
Hears every silghtest nolse, the hall-closed eye
Sees every pattern on tha wall, each line
I# cat upon the brain iv figans fine.
Loug years elapse, and thinks the grief lald by,
A slghti, a sound, the old hard pain is here.

z—l:m Laurs M, Marquand, In Harper's Mags-
e,

Real Poetry.

For real poetry and pathos, watch that
oung wife and her mother at the baby
inen counter, says the Aibany Ex
Toe wile of & year, probably ; the f]ﬂhhhu
looks & littlo sad, and mou{orh is faintly
shadowed there She is pure .
ments for one who is as dear t0 :::ln.(. ﬂ'
life. As each tiny article of the tiny tros-
seau is shown to her s flood 0 feeling wells
up and lesves a rosy siain upon her cheeks.
That snowy mass of muslin and lace, which
iscalled a robe has a terrible fascination for
her. Eoveloped in that r ba she sees a tiny
form, the lit'le nestling bead, the wee rest-
less hands, she almost feels the clinging
fingers. “‘Isn’t it besutiful?” she sighs, and
turns to her mother, who Jookson not un-
sympathizingly, but with an eye to the
practical and a present appreciation of the
exact amount ber son-in law can afford to
spend. *“1 must have this Jovely robe,
mamma.” *"We will see, dear,”” says mam-
ma. I am afraid it is too expensive,
On, dear, yes; $I18 We wil look
at seme <(tiers” Bat the daughter
is not eatisfied. They begin to
count up the cost of a!l that they need. The
items grow apace. The amount is suill too
much. It is no use, they can not spare $18
for one dress. Again she goes over the whole
catalogue. She leaves out some things alto-
gether, and says: '] can make all the plain
things, you know, mamma.” Then they
count up again, Ne, 1t is no use; it can not
be done, and the disappointed one has to
leave the counter without the wished-for
robe. If her husband could only see
but he can not. Besides, he bhas given
all the money he thinks she needs; in
be believes she can not possibly spend all he
gave her on such little bits of things. When
nis wife shows him ber purcbase she will
doubiless do it almost tremblingly. She
knows be expects to see & great
for the money. He will certainly think she
bas been extravagant. She can not ask him
for m: re money, It would not be Jnu. He
works o bard forail he has And so the
watter rests. Not & word about a oo
robe. Did he but know what passed at

counter, the chances are that be wounid

some way of gratifying the tender,
.

mbition whica thinks too good




